592                   LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE

Nitrea, in the old days, to fight down the world, did grow their
eyes inward: only inside me is too vacant a place to take much
exploring. I live, happily enough, just spending and taking the
small coin of our trivial working-days. If a fellow has to live in
his flight, and wants to, why, soon the edge of the flight is his
horizon. All the world frets and tries: and in the end we level
off, thankfully enough. I'm trying to get a little bit of that
contentment, while I'm still alive. Yours ever,                  T.E.S.

351 : TO MRS. THOMAS HARDY
16. 4. 28                                                                                  [Karachi]
Dear Mrs. Hardy, You should not have bothered to answer
my letters: you know that these letters to the person left
behind when someone dies are such vain, inadequate things.
One thing in your letter pleases me very much: you say you
have failed him at every turn. Of course you did: everybody did.
He was T.H. and if you'd met him or sufficed him at every turn
you'd have been as good as T. H. which is absurd: though perhaps
some people might think it should be put happier than that. But
you know my feeling (worth something perhaps, because I've
met so many thousands of what are estimated great men) that
T.H, was above and beyond all men living, as a person. I used to
go to Max Gate afraid, & half-unwillingly, for fear that perhaps
it would no longer seem true to me: but always it was. Ordinary
people like us can't hope (mustn't presume to hope) that we could
ever have been enough for T.H. You did every thing you could:
more than any other person did: surely that's not a bad effort?
You thought him worth more: I agree: but life doesn't allow us
an overdraft of service. We can give just all we've got.
The biography is a very difficult thing. They will trouble you
very much about that, Do not let these troubles go in too fan
What he told you, on November 28, that he'd done all he meant
to do, absolves you from infinite toil. He will defend himself,
very very completely, when people listen to him again. As you
know, there will be a wave of detraction, and none of the high-
brows will defend him, for quite a long time: and then the bright